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	1. It's Just Brunch What Could Go Wrong?

Dreaming about Sara was not at all uncommon for Nyssa, particularly at the precious times when she and her beloved were mercifully reunited after trying missions. This was different, though. Dream-Sara was working her so-very-familiar magic, but, as clouded as her thoughts were, Nyssa felt her stomach tighten and recognized that it was much too real for a dream. Her eyes flew open, and her back arched, and whatever she wanted to say to Sara was lost because she couldn't form a single coherent word.

Her Canary was smirking, hovering above her and looking so satisfied and mischievous that Nyssa wondered if their monikers shouldn't be reversed to better fit the idiom about the cat that ate the canary. She wore only a tight white tank top and underwear, an outfit that Nyssa definitely took no objection to. Sara sat back on her haunches—and, incidentally, on Nyssa's thighs, since she was straddling her girlfriend—and popped two guilty fingers into her mouth teasingly before drawling, "Y'know, it's not very assassin-like to _sleep through an orgasm_."

Nyssa blinked, because the dampness pressed against her thigh was very distracting. "I didn't," she argued, silently tacking on "barely". It's a technicality, but she'd use it to escape the indignity.

"You sure bout that, love? Never said I was talking about that one."

The assassin gaped. How long had she been— Sara's touch interrupted her thoughts, fingers dragging languidly up Nyssa's side, nudging her t-shirt up as she went. Nyssa closed her eyes and tried to clear her mind. She was definitely feeling more than a little hazy.

Refocusing her gaze on her beloved, she tried to switch their positions, but Sara resisted and whispered, "Just…given the hell we've had to deal with the last few weeks, can you…I want to…" Sara's fingers curled slightly around Nyssa's ribs, and she fixed a weighted look on the woman beneath her. "Just let me have this?"

Smiling, Nyssa reached up and pulled Sara down for a kiss, nodding. "I suppose I am amenable, my love."

The searing kiss was followed immediately by Sara's tongue carving a determined path down her throat and over her collarbone, which Sara nipped at while she yanked her girlfriend's shirt the rest of the way up and then, finally, off. She continued her sure path, diligently marking Nyssa at all her most sensitive spots. The brunette bit her tongue to keep from reprimanding such teenage behavior. She was content enough at the moment not to be upset about who might later see the purpling evidence across her skin.

By the time Sara settled between her thighs, nose nuzzling the soft skin, Nyssa was practically shaking. Her fingers tightened around her love's blonde hair. Sara's tongue flicked out, and a breathless moan escaped as her entire body arched. With her head turned, she could see the nightstand. On it was a plastic dinosaur. She froze.

"Nys?" Sara popped up, worry etched into her features. "Something wrong? Are you okay?" She followed her girlfriend's gaze and laughed. "Oh, did you forget where we were? I'll take that as a compliment."

Nyssa would've rolled her eyes if she wasn't so concerned. "What if…Beloved, his room is right next door. What if he can hear us?"

"I think you just voiced the nightmare of every parent," Sara replied, and then shuddered. "Ok, that made me think of my own parents and _ew_. But I'm sure it's fine. The walls aren't what I'd call thin. And you're not what I'd call loud…mostly." She was grinning widely again, no doubt remembering the exceptions.

"Alright," Nyssa sighed. Not that she had much choice. She was burning, regardless of her reservations about possibly traumatizing Oliver Queen's son. But thoughts of William or his father or anybody or anything flew out the window as Sara added fodder to the fire.

* * *

><p>Her Canary stretched, the grin back on her face now that her mouth wasn't otherwise occupied. Patting Nyssa's leg, she hopped off the bed and tugged on a pair of sweatpants. "I'll give you a minute. I gotta eat something. Meet me in the kitchen when you can stand."<p>

Minx. Nyssa opened one eye and immediately called out to her girlfriend, whose hand was on the doorknob. "You would do to wash your face first, my love."

If it was even possible, Sara's grin widened, and she swiped around her mouth before sucking suggestively on her fingers. Nyssa groaned. This girl was going to be the death of her, one way or another. She was reminded of another cat idiom—one about cream. As Sara bounced into the bathroom with all too much energy, Nyssa forced herself up and pulled on a pair of yoga pants, followed by a bra and a gray t-shirt. She checked her own appearance in the mirror and dragged a hand through her hair. Captain Lance and Laurel were coming by shortly for brunch, and she didn't want to give her beloved's father any more reason to dislike her. Conveniently, her hair was long enough to pretty effectively hide the bruises Sara had left on her neck and collarbone.

The guilty party bounded out of the bathroom, grabbed Nyssa's hand, and dragged her out of the room and towards Oliver Queen's fridge. Nyssa joined a peppy Felicity Smoak at the counter, while Sara made a beeline for the water dispenser on the refrigerator, gulping down two full glasses before even taking a breath.

"Thirsty?" Felicity asked, smiling at her friend in her usual, innocent way. Sara laughed loudly, and the confused tech whiz looked to Nyssa for an explanation.

Nyssa could feel her face heating but offered, "When one trains as much as we are accustomed to, it is very important to stay hydrated." It was weak, but Felicity just shrugged and nodded.

"Yeah, Oliver always has a water bottle with him. Makes sense. He sweats a lot when he works out in the foundry. Makes him shiny. I definitely don't have a problem with shiny. I'm going to stop talking now before I say something ridiculous."

Sara came around the counter and patted Felicity's shoulder. "I think we're past that point, Lis." She smirked and forsook the third, available chair in favor of Nyssa's lap, which earned another bemused look from Felicity, who voiced, for the umpteenth time, that she didn't understand how Sara could be so insanely comfortable invading the personal space of the lethal assassin. She knew at this point that Nyssa took such comments as compliments. Sara wiggled her eyebrows. "We just know each other very _personally_, Nys and I."

"Auntie Nyssa!" a small voice exclaimed, and eight year old William barreled into the room and threw his arms around the woman, who wrapped her free arm around him in return.

"Good morning, William."

"Hey Nug," Sara added, ruffling the boy's hair. She wasn't the least bit offended by his affection for her better half. Honestly, it made her heart ache to see the way Nyssa transformed around the boy. After rescuing and protecting William when he was kidnapped several months ago, Nyssa had formed a strong attachment to Oliver's son, which he reciprocated enthusiastically. It made Sara long for something she'd never thought she could have.

"Hi Auntie Sara," William chirped, clambering up into the third chair. "How long are you staying? Will it be the whole week this time? Please?" He gave a little fist pump when they nodded. He was definitely a Queen. "So," he whispered, casting a surreptitious glance toward Felicity, who was focused on her tablet. "You'll teach me how to use a bow and arrow now? I'm old enough!"

"Absolutely not," Oliver declared, striding into the kitchen and fixing his son with an admonishing stare.

Roy entered on his mentor's heels and smirked. "I can get you a bowl of water, if you feel like slapping things," he offered. William pulled a face but quickly changed his tune when Nyssa voiced her approval of the technique. Roy reached for the cabinet, but Oliver stopped him.

"Not now," he said, voice light but firm and eyes laughing. "Captain Lance and Aunt Laurel are on their way, and Uncle Barry might be joining us, too. I'd rather you _children_ not start making a mess right now."

Roy rolled his eyes, and Nyssa indignantly objected to being called a child.

A gust of wind whirled through the kitchen, and the always-late Barry Allen appeared, tucking his sweater into his khakis as he slowed to a stop. "Hey guys! What'd I miss?"

"I told him ten instead of eleven," Felicity explained, and the confusion in the room washed away. "Congratulations, Bar, you're early for something!"

Quentin Lance's voice boomed from the front entrance as he jutted a thumb over his shoulder. "I think we just saw…Hey! Bart! How ya doin'?"

Sara chuckled quietly, "Oh, so that's where that name came from." Her girlfriend gave her a curious look, but she shook her head. "It's nothing. I can tell you later."

"Barry," the speedster corrected, shaking Quentin's hand. "Nice to see you again, sir."

"Hey Barry," Laurel said with a smile that she quickly redirected when she saw William. "Hey kiddo! Don't I get a hug?" The boy hopped down from his perch and ran over to her.

Sara stood too, to greet her family, hugging her father and sister before crouching down to William's level. "I'm feelin' a little left out here, Nug."

He threw his arms around her neck. When he pulled away, he remarked, "Your shirt smells kinda funny. Not bad, but…not like you usually do."

Sara's eyes widened almost imperceptibly. Laurel caught it, of course, because she was closest, and what didn't Laurel notice about her sister these days? Luckily, Sara was quick on her feet. She chuckled. "Yeah, my whole suitcase smells kinda funny. Such are the woes of traveling, bud. Plus," she stage whispered, "I probably need to wash it. But I hate doing laundry, so I'll leave that to Auntie Nyssa." The group laughed at that. It was a well known fact that Sara loathed laundry. She used to bring several weeks-worth home from college so her mother could do it for her. And, on several occasions, she had simply left workout clothes in the arrowcave until Felicity decided, unbidden, to wash and return them all to her.

Nyssa rolled her eyes. "Someday, I shall insist that you do your own washing, my Canary."

"No you won't. Because you looove me," Sara sang, skipping over and curling her arm around Nyssa's waist.

"This is true."

"Aw," Thea Queen cooed from the doorway. "You two are adorable. Let's get some little assassin babies up in here. You know, some of us "teens" were planning to investigate a CADMUS facility later this week. Let me know if I should pick anything up for you." At that, Quentin looked equal parts horrified and wistful.

Felicity finally got up from her tablet. "Alright troops, let's get to the table!"

"Tell me you didn't cook, Lis," Sara begged.

"No, I did," Oliver said. "You'll notice the house hasn't burned down." He kissed Felicity's cheek to rid her of the indignant look.

Barry rubbed the back of his neck and grinned, "Good, because I'm starving."

Almost everyone responded unanimously, "You're always starving."

The group filtered into the next room and sat down at the large dining table. It was almost as big as the one back in Queen Mansion. Oliver sat at the head of the table with Thea on his right and Felicity on his left. Laurel took the seat next to Felicity, and Sara sat next to her sister, pulling Nyssa to sit beside her. Usually, they sat a lot closer than separate chairs would allow, but neither woman wanted to push their luck with Quentin. William climbed into the seat next to Nyssa, which was a surprise to no one, and waved for Barry to sit beside him, which put the speedster at the other head of the table. Quentin left a space so he could sit across from his daughters, and Roy sat between him and Thea.

Sara's phone buzzed from her pocket. Oops. Oliver would be mad if he knew she'd brought it to the table. She hadn't realized it was in her pocket when she grabbed these pants. She looked around the table and saw Thea with her head ducked, phone, presumably, in hand. Taking the risk, she checked her own and smiled. It was from Thea, of course. The girl had sent her a message that said, **"****I was serious about CADMUS. You two deserve something good." **

Sara nudged Nyssa, who suppressed a smile of her own. She texted back, **"****I know, thank you. We'll def talk about this later." **Thea clearly still felt guilty and was trying her best to make up for it. In Sara's opinion, they were more than even because Thea had befriended and been there for Sin when she herself couldn't be. Speaking of which…"Where's Sin?"

"Here," a tired voice called from the kitchen. Sin walked in, dressed and presentable as usual, but looking very unhappy to be awake. The teen rubbed her eyes and plopped down beside Quentin. They had yet to tell him the truth about the legal relationship between her and Sara, but Quentin had quickly taken to his adoptive granddaughter, even if he didn't know that's what she was. Sin, for her part, was very concerned that he might have a heart attack when they actually told him.

* * *

><p><em>"We'll havta sneak it in when you tell him you an' Nys are gettin' married," Sin had decided in the car yesterday. "Then I won't feel so guilty if he dies."<em>

_ Sara had looked at her from the passenger seat, very taken aback. "If you think we're telling him this weekend, you've absolutely lost it." _

_ Sin had ignored the comment and snatched at her hand. "Where's your ring?"_

_ "Like I said, we are NOT ready to tell my dad."_

_ "It is you who are not ready," Nyssa had clarified. "Do not blame me for your cowardice." She hadn't taken her eyes off the road, but the corners of her mouth had turned up. She hardly blamed her beloved for being nervous. _

_ "Yeah, c'mon. Put it back on," Sin had insisted. "You're gonna break my other Mom's heart." At that, Nyssa had looked like she might be the one to have a heart attack. Sin was doubled over with laughter, wiping tears from her eyes. "Don't worry, Nys. I'm not gonna ask you to pack my lunches or nothin'." _

_ So Sara had put the engagement ring back on her finger, but she twisted it around so the diamond was at her palm. Hopefully her dad wouldn't notice. She didn't think she was ready for his disapproval._

* * *

><p>Sara's phone buzzed again. Another text from Thea, <strong>"<strong>**:) yay! K, better put this away before Ollie gets mad." **Both slid their phones into their pockets and looked up at the conversation around them.

The brunch was going very well, which was unusual for the group of heroes and their loved ones, who were used to dramatic interruptions. Everyone was laughing and passing eggs and bagels and fruit. Sara was distracted from the larger conversation when William spoke softly to her partner. He pouted, "Auntie Nyssa, were you fighting bad guys again?"

"Yes William," Nyssa responded honestly. "Why does this concern you? You know I am more than proficient in handling my opponents."

William reached up and brushed her neck, and Nyssa's spine went rigid. "Because you're hurt." Nyssa tried desperately to reassure the boy without calling attention to their discussion.

Unfortunately, Barry Allen didn't know when to keep his mouth shut. "Yeah, Nyssa, you do look pretty bruised." Several women around the table fixed him with glares that could cut diamonds, but the men looked like they hadn't quite caught on. Sin was pretending to gag in spite of the oddly pleased look on her face. It was nice to be part of a happy family. Even if it made her a little uncomfortable to think about certain aspects.

They probably could've gotten away with the fighting excuse if Nyssa wasn't blushing so furiously. It didn't help when a smirking Sara casually draped her arm around Nyssa's shoulders, in an attempt to hide the evidence, and purred, "We're just fine, Nug. Sometimes Nys bites off more than she can chew, and I have to come to her rescue." Nyssa looked like she wanted very much to argue that statement.

"Sara?" Quentin questioned uneasily.

The Canary followed everyone's eyes and realized her ring had turned around. The giant rock Nyssa had put on her finger four nights ago was sparkling, dazzlingly bright against the assassin's shoulder. "Oops."

Instantly, Laurel was out of her seat, grasping Sara's left hand and squealing, "You didn't tell me! Sara!"

The younger Lance sister shrugged, a shy smile on her lips. She was endlessly relieved about her big sister's complete acceptance of her relationship with Nyssa. It's not that anyone she cared about was rude, but Laurel was the only one who didn't even flinch when Sara came out to her. "It just happened the other night," Sara admitted.

And, in the next moment, they were surrounded by their friends. She caught sight of Roy hugging Sin in congratulations, and her heart melted a little more. She had twisted slightly, and she reached for Nyssa's hand with her right while her left was being cooed over. She overheard William asking if they were really getting married and if he could be the ring bear. Nyssa laughed heartily, which was entirely unusual but completely welcome.

"Dad?" Sara turned her attention to the only person who hadn't gotten up to shower them in well wishes. He was staring, a blank look on his face, and he didn't respond until Laurel snapped at him.

"I…I can't believe my baby is getting married," the police captain gulped. "When did my girls grow up so much?" Both sisters rolled their eyes. Given that both were stealthy crime fighters, and one was a League-trained assassin, he should've been over the whole growing up thing already.

Sara blinked at him hopefully. "You're not mad?"

"Why would I be mad? As long as you're happy, and it's abundantly clear you are, sweetheart. Though, I don't need to know everything about…everything," he grimaced, clearly less than thrilled at what William had inadvertently put on display. "And, y'know, tradition does say you're _supposed_ to ask the father for permission." He raised an eyebrow at Nyssa.

The woman met his eyes and responded earnestly, "I did very strongly consider seeking your approval, Captain Lance. However, I imagine my beloved Sara would not have taken well to the idea of being treated as property." Sara nodded firmly in agreement.

"S'alright Nyssa. I don't disagree with that choice. We all know what it's like bein' on the wrong side of Sara's anger." He smiled fondly at his daughter. "She was an awful teenager."

Sin piped up. "Speaking of teenagers…"

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Whelp, that happened. Obviously, I don't own Arrow or The Flash or, you know, DC. If I did, I wouldn't be letting Zack Snyder within 500 feet of my property. Ugh. Anyway, I'm not sure how far I'm going to take this. Let me know what you'd like to see, so I can take that into account. I have an idea of where I'm going, but I could be flexible about how silly/smutty/fluffy/action-y/etc. it will be. **

**ALSO, expect references to comics and animated series. Comment if you find the Easter eggs!**


	2. Never Have I…What?

By the time Quentin was leaving later that afternoon, he was rubbing his temples. He had William in tow, because he figured the other adults could use some "grown-up" time. Nyssa was the only one ready to resist, but Sara shot her a look that promised a kid-free night would be worthwhile. Honestly, they all just needed to drink a little and unwind a lot. Quentin looked like he wanted to take Sin too, but Sara assured him that was not necessary.

He finally left, but not before reminding his daughter, "You better tell your mother bout all this. She'll be real pissed if she finds out from someone else."

Sara pulled Laurel aside, unable to keep the concern off her face. "Are you sure you want to stay? We're gonna be drinking. You know I really want to spend time with you, but I don't want you to torture yourself."

"I'm fine," Laurel promised. "The hardest part was walking away once I hit rock bottom, but life is really good right now. My little sister is getting married! I'm not the least bit tempted." The two hugged, and Sara once again thanked whoever was listening for her awesome sister.

The adults, plus Sin, Thea, and Roy, who didn't quite count, even though Thea and Roy were twenty-one, spent the early part of the evening relaxing. Sara reclined on Oliver's über comfortable couch with Nyssa's head in her lap and recounted to the other women in excruciating detail how the brunette assassin proposed. Nyssa mostly ignored them in favor of the ridiculously long book she was reading, letting Sara run idle fingers through her hair and interrupting only when she felt her Canary's retelling wasn't completely accurate. Laurel had changed into a pair of Felicity's sweatpants, and she, Felicity, and Sara turned on the TV to heckle reality stars once the story was over. Sara could feel Nyssa's eyes rolling, but she was happy to be spending time with the people she cared about.

Barry, Roy and Oliver were working out downstairs, and Sin and Thea had disappeared somewhere to catch up. Sara had a sneaking suspicion that the two girls were discussing the CADMUS job and the rumored technology that had them both so excited. In all fairness, the idea that it could be possible for CADMUS tech to produce a child from a combination of hers and Nyssa's DNA was thrilling, but Sara had learned long ago not to get her hopes up about anything. Especially something so far fetched.

The mood shifted dramatically at nine o'clock, when Cisco Ramon showed up with two handles of vodka and bellowed, "Who's ready to get turnt?" He looked to Thea, who had opened the door, the second the words left his mouth. "Turnt, right? Is that cool?"

Thea rolled her eyes. "It's totally crash."

"What?"

"I thought we were saying words that don't make sense," she drawled. Sara was very certain she was just messing with the engineer, because she swore Thea had used the very same term at the club recently. Turnt, fleek, bae. Teenagers these days came up with some really ridiculous words. Nyssa was her bae, though. She had no qualms admitting that. Obviously.

Caitlin Snow slipped in the door from behind Cisco. In her hand was a large jug that said "FOR BARRY" in huge Sharpie letters. "It's so he can actually get drunk," she explained.

"Awesome!" Barry whooped, taking the jug from Caitlin and uncapping it to get a whiff. "Whoa. That's strong stuff."

Pretty soon, even Nyssa had a solo cup, and they were all dancing. The couches in Oliver and Felicity's living room had been pushed out of the way for the closest thing to a party many of them had been to in years. (Verdant didn't count, since working there wasn't the same as partying yourself.) Laurel and Felicity were practically falling on their faces in hysterics at Sara's attempts to teach Nyssa the art of grinding. Her girlfriend—she should really work on remembering the word fiancée—didn't understand the purpose of suggestive dancing. "It's _fun_," Laurel, Felicity and Sara jointly insisted.

Eventually, people started to get tired, and Thea's eyes lit up with an idea that would never have flown if most of them weren't already pretty buzzed. Thea essentially demanded they pull the couches back in and play a game of Never Have I Ever. When it looked like Oliver might object, she announced, "It's only fair! I didn't get to go to college. I deserve at least something of the experience. Pleeeeease."

So they all refilled their cups—Barry dragged over his jug—and sat down in a circle. Sara hastily explained the rules to Nyssa. "Basically, we go around the circle, and each person says something they've never done. Everyone who has done that thing has to drink." Nyssa nodded, looking very much like she had no idea what to expect, and that definitely made her uneasy. She'd participate for Sara's sake, though.

Since Laurel and Sin couldn't drink alcohol, they had glasses of water, which they clinked in solidarity. Laurel then huffed and started them off with a smirk in her sister's direction. "Never have I ever kissed a girl."

"Jerk!" Sara called from her position against Nyssa's shoulder. She took a swig of her Moscow Mule as Oliver, Roy, and Cisco did the same, and Barry struggled momentarily with his jug of speedster-grade jungle juice. Nyssa took a sip from her own cup then leaned down to steal a kiss from Sara. Across the circle, Roy had done the same with Thea. Sara smirked at her fiancée. Yes, she definitely liked that word. "Was that confirmation?" Nyssa grinned back.

Barry and Cisco were both staring. They hadn't spent enough time around the couple to be as accustomed to their displays of affection as the members of Team Arrow were. Caitlin nudged Cisco, and he whispered, "That's so hot, man." The comment earned him several warning looks, but he seemed entirely unconcerned. Caitlin, at least, looked apologetic on his behalf.

"Alright," Sin began, frowning in thought. "Never have I ever smoked." Several people lifted their cups, and Sara gave the girl an approving nod. She felt like a proud parent.

Roy rattled off something trivial that almost started a fight between him and Cisco, but then Thea narrowed her eyes, smirked, and declared, "Never have I ever hooked up with Ollie. Blech." Team Flash looked more than a little confused, but a collective groan rang out from Team Arrow as Laurel, Felicity and Sara all brought their cups to their lips.

"Really?" Barry asked. He turned towards Sara, eyebrows furrowed. "But you're…"

"Bi," she replied firmly. She threw her arms out in melodramatic exasperation, drunkenly shoving her hand in Nyssa's face in the process. "I'm bi. Get it right, people. Jeez. We're not fucking unicorns."

Caitlin raised an eyebrow. "Um, you might want to rethink that phrasing, given the context, Sara." The room dissolved into laughter for several minutes before everyone collected themselves and went back to pretending to be adults.

Oliver followed Roy's example with something boring about rollerblading, likely to minimize the number of people who would be mad at him in the morning. Felicity then announced that she'd never worn a mask, and, again, the majority of the group had to drink. "We're such a strange bunch," Felicity decided.

Nyssa peered into her solo cup for several seconds before voicing, "Never have I ever been intimate with a man."

"Hey!" Sara squeaked. "You're not supposed to go after me!"

"I fail to understand your enthusiasm towards a game you cannot win, Beloved."

After a moment of pouting, Sara whirled around and tapped Nyssa's nose with an accusatory finger. "I've got you!" The assassin's whispered _yes, you do_ was missed by her fiancée, who called out, "Never have I ever had the worst. Sibling. Ever." She hesitated to think about this for a moment then looked at Laurel. "You can take a sip. It won't hurt my feelings. Much."

"No, I can't," Laurel replied. "My sister is too cute and well-intentioned."

Cisco frowned. "I can." He took a long swig. "Worst is an understatement."

"_You_ definitely have to," Sara informed Nyssa. When it looked like the other woman might object, she looked towards Thea, Sin and Roy. "Can we get a consensus on how fucking awful Talia is?" All three nodded fervently. Nyssa finally nodded too and gulped down enough of her drink to make the rest of the group wonder who her sister was and how bad she must be for members of their team to hate her so much.

It was Caitlin's turn, and she was swaying slightly as she said, "Never have I ever given…" She blushed. "No, I can…I can think of something else."

"Just say it, Caitlin," Cisco insisted. "We're all friends here."

"Never have I ever given oral" came out in one compact tumble of words, followed by the clarification, "to a woman."

"Whoomp, there it is," Sara chirped loudly and unabashedly, taking a long gulp from her cup and adding, "I need a refill. So do you," she remarked as Nyssa took a drink. She stood confidently, in spite of the swaying, grabbed Nyssa's cup, too, and skipped over to the pitcher.

Caitlin's discomfort was clearly forgotten as she giggled. Oliver teased, "I guess sometimes the Canary eats the cat, then?"

Sara grinned that particular grin of hers. "_Often_, I'd say. Especially this m—mmph."

She was silenced by Nyssa, who, with her impeccable reflexes, was up in an instant and had her hand over Sara's mouth. She was blushing furiously and looking fairly tipsy. After a second, she removed her hand and wiped it on her pants. "Lick me all you please. That changes nothing."

"Isn't that the point?" Sara giggled, and Nyssa's face reddened even more. Sara just smiled faux innocently and dragged her fiancée back into the circle. Noticing the mournful stare Barry had directed at his drink, she called out to him. "Really, Barry? Can't you like…do the speed thing?" Barry gave her a half-smile and stuck out his tongue, which quickly turned into a pink blur. Sara blinked, reaching up as if to touch her own mouth. "Man, I would kill for that particular side effect of your powers."

"I–I–I c–can't exactly…use it and risk exposing my _other_ identity," Barry explained.

Sara shook her head, smiling. "Some things are worth it, my friend."

Barry shrugged; the sad expression was mostly gone. Being around people who wouldn't give him a hard time for his powers was nice. "Easy for you to say. You've got someone you can be yourself with. Not that powers are a factor for you guys, but still."

Nyssa interjected, only the slightest slurring revealing her drunkenness. "You assume too much, Mr. Allen. Not all powers are necessarily "super" as you would say. Partnerships of all sorts involve imbalances of power that we must overcome to be better for both ourselves and those of consequence in our lives."

"She's an assassin and a poet, y'all," Cisco whined, shaking his head. "This is why I can't get the ladies. There's too many damn romantics out there stealing the good lines." He looked at Nyssa. "Teach me your ways. Make me a bad boy with a heart of gold. I'll give you my first born in exchange." Around the circle, eyes rolled.

Barry laughed. "I think the Snart in your life is more than enough bad for all of us."

Sara tilted her head questioningly. "What, are you and Leonard pals?"

"Captain Cold? And me?" Cisco spluttered. "Not even a little bit. Like the opposite. He pretty much loathes me for kissing his sister." At the thought of Lisa Snart, his eyes gleamed.

Sin couldn't resist inquiring, "So, Captain Cold's little sister, huh? Thought you were supposed to be one of the smart ones. Have ya taken one too many blows to the head from this crime-fightin' business?"

"I'll have you know," Cisco replied, puffing out his chest and shaking a finger in Sin's direction. "Yeah, it's pretty dumb, isn't it? But it's my turn, so…" He tapped his chin emphatically. "Never have I ever taken someone's virginity."

Oliver squinted. "I don't—"

"If you say you don't know, I swear on everything, I'll leave you," Felicity growled. "I can deal with the fact that you used to be a douchey man-whore, but virginity is not something to take lightly."

"That's not what I…okay." Oliver took a sip, looking like he wanted to crawl into his own skin and hide. Thea took a quick gulp while Oliver was distracted by fear. When Roy saw this, his shoulders relaxed, and he drank as well.

Barry was looking up at the ceiling as if it might hold answers. "She would've told me," he decided, lowering his cup.

Meanwhile, Nyssa looked down at Sara, who hadn't moved.

Sara's eyes widened. "Really? I mean, I knew you were pretty…y'know…but…really?" The blonde looked slightly devastated. Her shoulders sank and she turned away slightly. "You didn't tell me. You didn't _want_ to tell me."

"I didn't want to seem inadequate," Nyssa replied quietly.

"You weren't! Not even remotely! But, if I had known…" Sara looked like she might be on the verge of tears. "It should've been special. You deserved so much more than…"

Smiling reassuringly, Nyssa grabbed Sara's chin and made her fiancée meet her eyes. "It was perfect. You owe me nothing more, Beloved."

"Yo," Sin piped up. "This is cute an' all, but jus wanted to remind you there's other people here." The teen was curled up against Laurel's side, eyes drooping. "In case that's a concern." Sara stuck out her tongue and threw an empty solo cup at Sin's head. Sin flinched. "C'mon, not the hair!"

"Alright, it's my turn," Barry declared. "Never have I ever been in the mile high club."

Cisco whooped. Oliver and Felicity shared a loaded look and drank, and Oliver rose to refill his cup. Sara fist-pumped and sipped before nudging Nyssa, who looked confused. The Canary giggled and explained, "On a plane. The mile high club is sex on a plane."

"You Americans are too interested in naming your accomplishments," Nyssa replied, taking a gulp of her Moscow Mule.

"Note to self," Laurel declared. "Don't play Never Have I Ever with your little sister."


	3. Queens Make Suitable Kings

**Chapter 3! I hope you enjoy this. Please let me know what you think!**

The next morning, it was Nyssa who dragged Sara out of the bedroom. Since she'd had a lot less to drink, Nyssa had woken up early enough to do some laundry and read a bit, before finally deciding it was time for the blonde to wake up. She pushed Sara into a chair at the counter and pressed a steaming cup of tea into her hands. "This will help the headache."

"You don't have to be so loud about it," the Canary whined. "I think someone replaced my brain with cotton."

"Ditto," Cisco agreed, dragging himself into a chair and gratefully accepting the mug Nyssa extended.

Nyssa scanned the cupboards and quickly found the materials she needed to make breakfast. It was only polite, as a guest, to lend a hand. Plus, she rather enjoyed cooking. It was one of the few domestic activities she excelled at. The smell of toast and bacon quickly attracted more of their friends. Roy walked in with one arm around Thea, comically rubbing his temple with the heel of his hand. The pair was immediately presented with tea, as was Caitlin, who appeared shortly after them.

"This is good stuff," Roy declared and raised his mug to Nyssa.

Cisco slid out of his chair and crossed the room to stand by the enormous windows that overlooked Star City. He raised an eyebrow. "So, is this where Oliver, like, teaches his son about their kingdom and the circle of life and whatever?"

Nyssa looked at Sara, perplexed. "Do those words mean anything, or does he simply speak to hear his own voice?"

Sara laughed. "Remind me later that we have to watch The Lion King."

"I _love_ that movie!" Laurel exclaimed, striding in with a fond, sisterly arm around Sin, whom she may well have dragged out of bed, though the teen didn't look too bothered. Sin rolled her eyes. Laurel hip-checked her and laughed, "You're going to sprain your eyeballs, kiddo."

"Ha ha," Sin intoned, dragging Laurel toward the couch in the living room, where Thea was sitting.

Sara looked momentarily intrigued, but quickly moved on when Oliver and Felicity trudged in. "Ollie! How ya feelin'?"

Oliver just grunted, accepted a mug, and sank into a chair. After about a minute, the tea seemed to take effect, and he became more aware of his surroundings. "Nyssa, you didn't have to cook."

"It is my pleasure, Oliver. You have opened your home. That is more than enough hospitality."

Felicity gazed longingly at the Eggs Benedict Nyssa was preparing. "That looks so good," she sighed. "But I'm trying to be a better Jew, and bacon…"

"I took that into consideration, Felicity. Smoked salmon is usually a suitable alternative to pork products, if that suits you," Nyssa replied, holding up a package of lox. Felicity nodded fervently.

No one felt particularly like being formal, so the group just filtered in around the counter and accepted the plates Nyssa handed out. Praise for the delicious food rang out around the kitchen, with Cisco dramatically kissing his empty plate.

Ultimately, the group ended up lounging much like the previous afternoon. This time, Sara was relaxing drowsily with her head in Nyssa's lap. The assassin had decided that she wanted to expand her knowledge of engineering and technology, so Cisco was patiently teaching her some basic-ish science. Meanwhile, Sara heard what sounded like "venue" from Laurel, Thea and Sin's huddle, but she definitely didn't feel like involving herself in that conversation yet.

Sara didn't realize she'd fallen asleep until she was rudely woken by her head bouncing on the couch cushion. By the time she was propped up on her elbows, William was in Nyssa's arms, and her father was smirking.

"You really know how to pick 'em, huh sweetheart?" Quentin remarked. "She's a real softie." Nyssa glared.

Cisco snickered, "Yeah, Cap, but she can still kill you with her pinky."

Smiling, Sara shrugged. "Yeah, she's too friggin' adorable." Which was true. Now that everyone had seen, Nyssa didn't care about the lightening love bites on her neck, and she'd swept her curls up into a ponytail while working with Cisco. There was a grease smudge on the side of her nose and another above her eyebrow. It was a good thing William's shirt was black, or it'd probably be grease-stained as well.

Felicity appeared from her office at that moment and grabbed Sara's shoulder. "Oh, how is your heart not liquefied?" Turning to Cisco, she raised an eyebrow. "If you get grease on my couch, I will hang you upside-down in the basement and let Oliver use you as a punching bag.

Sara finally sat up, ignoring Cisco's spluttering. "Alrighty, we're watching The Lion King now. And this isn't optional if your name is Nyssa or Sin." She raised her eyebrow at Sin, who grinned. Maybe they should make Family Movie Night a regular thing. She lifted her head so Nyssa could return to her spot on the couch. This time, she was cushioned by her fiancée's thigh, and William sat on Nyssa's lap. Sin bounded over and took up residence on the couch too, curling up over Sara's feet.

Quentin shrugged, and he and Laurel sat down on one of the other couches. He grinned at Sara, "Might as well spend some quality time with my family. And family-to-be. Y'know, I took you girls to see this one so many times, I probably know it by heart."

"Oh, this is totally going on Facebook!" Thea announced, snapping a picture of the rather unorthodox family.

"Thea, wait!" Sara shouted, bolting upright. "My mom still doesn't know." Quentin fished out his phone and tossed it to his daughter, who winced, but dialed and put the phone up to her ear. "This is gonna get emotional, isn't it?" Sara decided that the best course of action in the conversation with her mother would be to first explain how she and Nyssa met. Then, she elaborated that the whole kidnapping fiasco was pure desperation and loneliness. At that, the assassin huffed in the background. But, as Sara had predicted, her mother couldn't hold a grudge against someone who was clearly so in love with her daughter. Dinah insisted on taking an immediate trip to Star City to see them.

"Well, Mom'll be here tomorrow," Sara informed everyone as she hung up. She snickered, "As she said, she'll be here in a flash. And she's going to want to _plan things._ Oh joy."

"I look forward to the opportunity to make a better impression on your mother, Beloved." Nyssa stroked Sara's hair as the blonde laid back against her thigh.

William held up his small hands. "Wait a minute. You," he said pointing up at Nyssa, "kidnapped Auntie Sara's mom?" His little eyebrows were furrowed in deep confusion. While he sort of knew the circumstances of Sara and Nyssa's meeting, he hadn't exactly been informed of what came after.

Nyssa combed her fingers through his hair and hummed to buy herself some time. "Well, William, when Sara left, I was truly heartbroken, as you must understand. In my heartbreak, I made some very inadvisable decisions. I believed that the way to convince my beloved to return was to offer, in exchange, the safety of her family. Just as you know that I would do anything to ensure your safety, I knew that she would do anything for her family.

"I have since come to understand the error in that manner of thinking. I deeply regret those actions. Can you forgive me?" Nyssa asked, stroking the soft hair at William's temple with one hand. The fingers of the other were intertwined with Sara's for moral support.

William nodded vigorously. "Dad says people do silly things for love. You love Auntie Sara, so you did something silly. That's okay. I still love you."

If someone didn't know better, they might've thought those were tears shining in Nyssa's eyes as she said, "And I you, William."

"Okay!" the boy exclaimed. "Let's watch The Lion King!"

Caitlin dimmed the lights, and Sara started the movie. Oliver appeared with impeccable timing and scooped his son up in an unreasonably funny impersonation of Rafiki. He set William back on Nyssa lap with a grunt, joking, "That's an old Queen family tradition, you know." The archer took the left half of the adjacent couch and propped his feet up on the ottoman.

Halfway through "Circle of Life," everyone had popcorn, courtesy of Felicity, who carefully stepped over Barry and Cisco to sit with Oliver. She reminded the boys that there was plenty of seating available, but the pair was content with lying on their stomachs on the plush carpet. Honestly, they were like children. When Zazu gave his morning report, Cisco couldn't help but quote, "The cheetahs are hard up, but I always say, cheetahs never prosper."

About fifteen minutes in, Sara whispered, "Okay, Scar totally reminds me of Alfred." Nyssa frowned in thought, and Roy shook his head, but Thea nodded vigorously from her armchair. Maybe they should ask the old butler about his theatrical past next time they found themselves in Gotham.

At some point, Nyssa leaned down and whispered, "I suppose it's inappropriate to say the hyena reminds me of Talia…only with more…wit." Sara's eyes widened, and she buried her face in Nyssa's side to stifle her laughter. She ended up being comfortable like that, and might've fallen asleep, because she abruptly came to to the sound of Timon and Pumba hula dancing. Which prompted the hope that the world might chill long enough for a honeymoon. Not that Sara was ever exactly in a rush to get on an island, but Hawaii sounded nice.

The moment the credits started rolling, an insistent Thea was tugging Sara away from her comfortable burrow. Sin followed, and they ended up in Thea's room, cross-legged on the puffy comforter. "So," Thea said, clapping her hands on her thighs. This could be a long conversation.

Sara listened quietly to the plan for breaking into CADMUS. It sounded pretty solid, so she gathered that she was only being told because the girls were excited to share this with her. Thea was explaining what they knew about the device they were going to swipe when Sara finally interrupted. "Wait, it has to be used right away?"

"Based on our intel, it doesn't have much of a shelf life," Thea nodded.

"Speedy! We're not married yet! I may be an assassin and vigilante, but I still want a big white wedding. Bein' pregnant kinda kills the whole picture of innocence thing."

Thea grinned. "Then you'll have to get hitched soon, huh?"

"Yeah, like I can make that happen in three months. If you hadn't noticed, planning is not exactly my strong suit."

"I could plan it for you, " the younger girl responded, examining her fingernails with an overly-casual air.

Sin raised her hand with an eagerness she probably never displayed in school. "I'll help!" Sara examined the pair critically. "Okay, I guess I trust you." Sin launched herself into Sara's arms, and Thea threw a fist in the air.

With that settled, Thea's expression shifted, and her voice took on a more juvenile tone. "So, what's it like?"

Sara raised an eyebrow. "What's what like?"

"Being with a woman. Like, I know some people probably give you a hard time, but I'm sure there's more to it than that."

With a chuckle, Sara relaxed. "Hard time is an understatement. Some guy at the airport once tried to tell me I needed a man to protect me. I showed him some CCTV footage of Nys taking out six thugs in an alley. It's pretty awesome to see a dude with neck tattoos cower in fear of my awesome girlfriend."

"You have CCTV footage of Nyssa?" Sin asked skeptically.

"The League doesn't exactly allow cellphones or anything. My best chance at keeping track of her while she was on a mission was hacking into cameras in whatever city she was in. Had to know she was safe. Plus," Sara said, whipping out her phone, "It's pretty hot."

Sin rolled her eyes, and gingerly extracted the cellphone from Sara's fingers. "Okay, hot stuff. Reel it back in." When Thea giggled, Sin arched an eyebrow. "It's significantly less funny when ya have the misfortune of _witnessing _it. Way too many times."

"Aw," Thea replied, nudging her friend. "I think they're cute."

"I'm not talking about the kissing, Thea. But even that does get kinda excessive, Sar."

Sara had the decency to blush, but her smile didn't falter. She fell back against the pillows and threw her arms wide, shrugging. "What can I say? I'm in _love_."

Thea collapsed beside her and asked, "So it doesn't get old, then? Like, you guys have been together for, what, like seven or eight years? I mean, minus when you first came home, I guess. But still. I keep wondering when it's gonna give with Roy. There's a real shortage of lasting marriages round here. Seems like there's gotta be a reason so many don't make it, right?"

"Ooh, don't bring that up around Nys. My brief, um, well…y'know, with your brother isn't exactly her favorite topic of conversation. But, to answer your question, no, it doesn't get old. The main reason is real simple. She's the person I belong with, forever and always. Just the fact that I stayed with the League as long as I did in the first place proved that. And then, when I heard about the quake and realized I needed to go home, leaving her was the hardest thing I've ever done. I'm not just saying that. I broke both of our hearts that day.

"Which sucked big time. But, to be honest, if normal make-up sex is good…" She mimicked her own head exploding. "Seriously, that first week back was something else."

Thea gaped, "Week? Shit, Sara."

Sin finally dropped the grimace and wedged herself between her two favorite people, folding her hands behind her head. "Y'know, someday Imma have someone, and I'll make you two understand how miserable this is." Thea ruffled her hair, earning an indignant squeak.

"Ha ha, yeah, week," Sara continued. "And I'm sure you know there's something to be said for the we-almost-died adrenaline. Other than that, I guess mixing things up keeps it interesting."

"Yo, before you act like some kinda guru, let's be real for a second, " Sin interjected. "You've both got the whole multiple orgasms thing goin' for you. I'd call that an unfair advantage."

Laughing heartily, Sara conceded, "That's true. Actually, Nyssa hadn't known that was a thing when we started. She refused to believe me when I tried to explain it. I think she thought I was trying to take advantage." Sara looked at her friends, who were laughing too, and wiggled her eyebrows. "I spent an entire night proving it to her."

"Sara Lance, you are a gossip."

All three girls sat up to see Nyssa herself, hand on hip, standing in the doorway. The assassin's lips curled up. "May I join you?" Shortly, they were resituated, with Nyssa's chin on her hands, which were folded across Sara's abdomen.

"I think moments like this are what life's all about," Thea said, smiling at the sight of her friends together, safe, and happy—ridiculously so.


End file.
